BOOK II.

WHEN we reassembled for coffee on the loggia after
lunch, I did not suppose we should continue the
morning's discussion. The conversation had been
turning mostly on climbing, and other such topics,
and finally had died away into a long silence, which,
for my own part, I felt no particular inclination to
break. We had let down an awning to shelter us
from the sun, where it began to shine in upon us, so
that it was still cool and pleasant where we sat; and
so delightful did I feel the situation to be, that I was
almost vexed to be challenged to renew our inter-
rupted debate. The challenge, rather to my surprise,
came from Audubon, who suddenly said to me, h
propos of nothing, in a tone at once ironic and genial:

"Well, I thought you talked very well this
morning."

" Really!" I rejoined, " I imagined you were
thinking it all great nonsense."

"So no doubt it was/' he replied; "still, it
amused me to hear you."

" I am glad of that, at any rate; I was afraid
perhaps you were bored."